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EVERY LADY: are 


VALENTINE WRITER; L 


IN PROSE AND VERSE. 
(FOR 1798. } 


CONTAINING 


Humorous Diarocvts; Witty VatenTINEs, with 
AxsWweRs; Pleasant SOXNETS, on Love, Cours 
Marriage, Beauty, &c. &e. 


* 


DEING ENTIRELY ORIGINAL» 


LONDON 


e BY AND FOR J. ROACH, AT THE. 


a Britannia 'Printing-Office, 
Meburn - Street, New Drury T n 


Price Sixpence. 


HE great ſucceſs which former Valentines of 


the preceding years have met with, has indu- 
ced the Publiſher hereof to procure from the firſt. 
literary characters, chiefly. Ladies, a choice Collec- 
tion of Original Valentines, and other pieces, writ- 
ten on purpoſe for this work. As they have neves 


appeared before in print, and are the productions 


of pens highly eſteemed ; it is preſumed, that tha 


Valentines for the preſent year will be found far 


preferable to any other Publication of the kind, and 


will inſure a continuance of that Encouragement, 


for which the Publiſher is ſo much indebted. to 


his fair Readers, 
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# * Whoever pirates the following Pieces, or any part 
thereof, as they are all Okx1G1xAt, and have never before 
appeared in print, will conſequently be ſubjec to a proſecu- 
tion. 
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EVERY LADY's OWN: 
VALENTINE. WRITER. 
— ̃ eee — — 
- WHO's THE VALENTINE? 
A DRAMATIC SKETCH, 


SCENE. 4A Room in @ Boarding School. 


Enter Caroline and Loutſa meeting. 


Louiſa, On my dear Caroline! I am ſo glad I have 
met you! I was wiſhing for this private interview F! 
Do you know what my dear ? this morning I received 4 
Piece of plumb-cake! I thought it came from Papa! but 
breaking it, in order to give Jenny a bit, what ſhould I 
find in the middle of it but thele two lines; . 

Ariſe and eat, no ſcruple make, 
Your Valentine has ſent the Cake! 

Caroline. Well to be ſure! the very buſineſs on which: 
I wiſh'd to ſpeak to you, - Louiſa! 1 have had a ſimilar 4 
preſent ; but one that is more durable than your plumb- ; 
cake, Louiſa ! look! a diamond pin luck in theſe veriess- 

Accept this trifle, Caroline, 
Which cometh from your Valentine, 
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Lonza. Well, I had rather now, than go to the Bal} 


to-morrow evening, find out the donor of this cake, 
Caroline. And I had rather than go home for a month, 
diſcover who this Valentine is. 


Enter Myra lauF#hing. 

Myra. Ha! ha! Oh ſuch a preſent, and ſuch pretty 
verſes too! look Caroline! fee Louiſa! a work-bag and 
in one of the pockets this paper. . . 

Since diligent Myra, l'm told, 
The morning in work always ſpends, 
Her ſilk, thread, and needles to hold, 
This work- bag her Valentine ſends. 

Touiſa. Nay, Myra, you ſeem very proud on the occa- 
hen; but your neighbour:, believe me, are as much taken 
notice of as yourſelf! I have had a preſent too. 

Caroline. Aye! and I have had one too: a diamond 
pin. 

Myra. Is it a diamond, indeed! and where is your pre- 
fent Louiſa? 

Louiſa, I have eat it, my dear! and Oh! it was a 
ſweet preſent ! it ſhews my Valentine was worth a Plums, 

Caroline. Nay, nay, Louiſa, it proves him a Cake, 

Louiſa, And ſuch a pretty couplet— 

Caroline, Oh! but not to compare with mine! 

| Tompa. Now liſten, Myca ! 

Caroline. Nay, but firi! liflen to me! 

Accept this te 


. 0 K get ler. 
Louiſu. Ariſe and eat 5 
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Caroline. — — Caroline 
which cometh from 
Louiſa. — No ſeruple make— | 
Caroline. — Your Valentine 
| Louiſa. —Has ſent this cake, 


Myra, Indeed, young Ladies, what little merit they 
might boaſt you have taken pains to confound ; but here 
comes our Governeſs! now ſhe ſhall be judge which is 
the prettieſt, 


Enter Governtſs. 


Governeſs, So, Myra! that's a very handſome works 
bag—ſome preſent, I preſume ? | 

Myra, Yes Ma'am! we have had all preſents from 
our Valentines! Caroline has had a diamond pin! 

Governeſs, And where's yours, Louiſa ? 

Caroline. Oh Miſs Louiſa eat hers, Ma'am. 

Louiſa, Yes, but my Governeſs taſted it, and told me 
it was very good. 

Governeſs. I remember, child; and you ſhared it very 
liberally ; but let me look at your verſes ; bleſs me! why 
why ! they are all one hand-writing ! 

Caroline. Eh! then my Valentine is yours, Louiſa? 

Loutja. Yes Caroline! and our Valentine is Myra's« 

Myra, Indeed !—I don't think his verſes are pretty 
now. 


Louiſa. No, Myra : for as yourſelf ſaid, what litile 
merit he might boalt he has taken pains to confound, 
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Mira. If I can diſcover him I'll throw him back his 
work - bag. 

Caroline, He hall have his diamond pin again. 

Louija. But he ſhan't have his cake. 

Governeſs. Come, this matter muit be enquired into! 
I think I can gueſs who the writer is! Our Butler John 
is very fond of rhyming—ring the bell Louiſa. 

Myra. John the Butler—faugh ! 

Caroline. A pretty Valentine indeed, 

Governeſs. Patience girl—we muſt not be too haſty in 
our conjettures, tho' I'd almoſt ſwear it's John's writing; 
yet I cannot ſuppoſe that he ever bouhgt the work-bag, or 
diamond pin. 

Caroline, True, Ma'am ! he might have bought the 


. 
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plumb-cake, tho”, Ps 
Enter Joh. 1 
Coverneſs. John, you are very fond of making arne 


J know. | EY . 
Jon. Ma'am, I follow = 
God Apollo; 
] paſs my time, 
In making rhyme 
For rhyme's my forte, 
And daily ſport. | 
lone. Ves; and you have been writing ſons 
Valentines too, have you not ? Pray are not theſe verſes 
yours ? come John 1 mult know. | 


5 1 
Jon. That they are mine I'll not deny; 
I fcorn, Ma'am, to tell a lie. 
Coverneſs. And pray did you make theſe preſents 2 
why this is all a riddle, 
Jolin. Then riddle- me riddle- me ree, 
Tho the verſes are written by one, 
And that by myſelf, butler John, 
The Ladies have Valentines three! 
Caroline, Who, my dear John ? 
Myra. Tell me! teil me! 
Louiſa. Quickly! quickly ! 
John. I'll tell you, but don't make a pother, 
Your Valentine's Caroline's brother. 
Louiſa. What—dear Charles. Ah! it was a ſweet 
cake indeed ! 
Jon. Miſs Caroline's is Mr. Harman 
Who, Louiſa, 1s your couſin German, 
Caroline, What! Thomas Harman ! his preſent ſhall 
always lie near my breaſt. 
John. And yours Miſs Myra, is young Harry, 
Whom, ſomething tells me, you will marry. 
Myra. Yes, and  (fingang) | 
„% Mary he will marry O 
Governeſs, But John, how came you to write theſe 


verſes ? 
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Jen They were not Poets born, 
So came to me one morn; 
And made their wiſhes known; 
Then with the Muſes” aid, 
Their Valentines I made, 
And took from each a crown! 
Governefſs. Well John! I with you a better employ- 
ment for the future ; now ladies I hope you are ſuished, 
John, A better employment, I hope to receive 
If, Madam, you only permifſion will give! 
That is, for the ladies, to offer ſome lines 
As anſwers, thats all, to the three Valentines. 
Louiſa. Oh! I ſhould wiſh to ſend an anſwer 10 
Charles, 
Caroline. And I another to Thomas, 
Myra. I ſuppoſe Harry will expect to hear from mes 
Coverneſs, Well John, what ſhall Louiſa lay P 


"> Fokn, Your cake, dear Charles, I did eat; 


Becauſe *twas like the Donor. ſweet. 
Carolne. Now for mine, John, 
John, Your preſent, Thomas, I ſhall wear, 
Next to my heart, for you are there, 
I. John, mine is four lines; ſo 1 muſt have four 
lines for an anſwer. 
John. The workebag which Harry you ſend, 
Shall teach me the time how to ſpend ; 
And I hope before long to produce 
A. ſomething for Valentine's uſe ; 


E 


Covern . Well John, this is very clever] how ate 
the young Ladies to repay you ? 


Join. Ma'am, all my aim 
Is for a name; 
I pray you underſtand me: 
A name, to join 
> A work of mine, | 
And then you may command me. 
The way young ladies John can bribe, 
I to his labour to ſubſcribe. 
Myra. Oh, John! you ſhall haye my name! 
Louiſa. And mine! | 
Caroline, And mine! ä 
Governeſs, But pray what is the work F 
"John, Poems various, 
Comic, ſerious, 
Epiſodes, 
Sonnets, odes, 
Elegies, 
Catches, glees, 
Some bombaſlic, 
Hudibraſtic, 
Burleſque lines, 
Valentines, 
All in mette, 
Full of ſatire, 
A nice Olio, 
As you may call em, 


Kun. 
Not in folio, 
But TwELvEzs, one volumes 


Subſcription a crown, 


Half to be paid down, 


Myra. Oh, John! we'll ſubſcribe! 
John. How good-natur'd is this, and how kind 3 
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But grateful poor John you ſhall find; 


A Valentine book I will write, 
Shall give you, young Ladies, delight ; 


A Collection of verſes ſo pretty; 


Thats ſerious, and comic, and witty, 
Price ſixpence, an annual treat; 


And publiſn'd by Roach, Woburn Street, 


VALENTINE. 
Oh my fair one I love you much, 
Much indeed, but can't love too much; 
Nay believe me I love you more, 
Than could Lovewore, or could TxutxoRE; 
Who is't think you worthy proves molt ? 
?Iis your Valentine that loves moſt, 
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VALENTINE, 


Aid me ye celeſtial Nine, 3 
Till I-hng my Valentine. 
Lend chy harmony divine, 
Tilt I chaunt my Valentine. 
Oh attune each melting line 
To the praiſe of Valentine. 
Teach me how I ſhall define 
All the charms of Valentine. 
Crowns and Kingdoms I'd re fign 
For the love of Valentine. 

As your Belles love to outſhine, 
So Seem I my Valentine. 

As your Beaux love to be fine, 
Sc, love I my Valentine. 

As ycur topers love their wine, 
So love I my Valentine. 

Let them celebrate the vine, 

] will praiſe my Valentine, 

Let the miſer bags entwine, 
I'll embrace my Valentine, 
As church-wardens love to dine, 
So love I my Valentine, 

May the fates then all combine, 
To reward my Valentine. | 
That I love—what better ſign, 
Than my love for Valentine, 
For all day I grieve and pine, 
For my deareſt Valentine, 

Like a child all night 1 whine, 
For my deareſt Valentine. 

'I hera's no other ſhall be mine, 
But my deareſt Valentine, 

I renounce fair Emmeline, 

Fer my deareſt Valentine. 
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I renounce fair Caroline, 
For my deareſt Valentine, 
May I, Hymen, reach thy ſhrine, 
With my dearell Valentine, 
Then how bleit when 1 am thine, 
Oh my deareſt Valentine. 


TO MISS L. S. 
With a Ring, bearing the motto of *Love, and Hoxor's 


To Lucy, my charmer, I ſend 

This emblem of love without end: 
Tho' trifling the gift, let it prove 
Her Valentine's ne'er ceaſing love. 
And when that another I ſeck, 

Or the laws of true honor ſhall break 
May Lucy the bauble then ſpurn, 
Or break it, piecemeal in return. 


VALENTINE, 
To a young Lady, with a Pocket-book therein. 


This pocket-book dear girl accept, 
And be it for my ſake too kept. 

If e'er diſpoſed to make ſome rhyme, 
And innocently paſs the time, 

A pencil, and blank leaves you'll find, 
W hich you can fill whenc'er inclin'd, 
And if deſerving your eſleem, 

Make me your Valentine and theme! 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


ANSWER; 


Tho? I boaſt of little Kill, | 
Theſe. blauk leaves with rhyme to fill; 
Yet when you propoſe a theme, 


Leſt I ſhould puuctilious ſeem, 
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T muſt write (cho' lame the line) 
To ſay you are my Valentine, 


VALENTINE. 
n I, 
Mighty love, 


From above, 

Oh, incline 

To the line, 

Touch the lyre, 

And inſpite, 

All my lays, 

To the praiſe 

Ol my deareſt Valentine, 
J implore thy aid divine, 
Till I ing my Valentine, 


II, | 


Shall I rack my brain with trouble, 
And attempt in rhyme that's double, 
All her beauty here to picture, 
Caring not for any ſlricture. 
Let the Critics rail, and grumble, 
Let them ſay my verie is humble; 
Yet twill be a lofty Poem, 
As moſt certainly I'll ſhew *em, 
For the theme, tho' not the thy me, Sir, 
Will ſure render-it ſubl:me, Sir, 
Yet | need thy aid divine, 
Till J ling my Valentine, 


III. 


Or ſhall I go further, to rhyme that's truſ yliable, 
Which to do well, I am certainly ill able; 
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Yet I mift ſteive all her charms to celebrate, 

Tho' you may incer, and ſay ſcofling, how well you 
fprate. | 

Her charms, which 
Saturday, 

And be i as fond, and as ardent, the latter day 

The theme doth infpire me; my foul doth exhilirate, 

Aud I could write now, methinks, at no filly rate, 


Yet | need your aid divine, 
Jil 1 ang my Valentine, 


IV. 
Or ſhall I climb, 


In rhyme, 
Sublime, 
And to Parnaſſus take my flight ; 
The Muſe's favorite abode. 
When 1 may write, 
If nothing hinder, 
A wild irregular Ode, 
Like Peter Pindar, 
Yet I need thy aid diving 
Iii 1 ing my Valentine, 


V. 
Away thoſe mad er the ſwain 


I'll tell my complaints to the grove 3 
For ſure the more {imple the ſtrain, 
The better it indicates love, 
Yet I need thy aid divine, 
Tul I fing my Valentine. 


I'd worſhip from Sunday ll 


1 


VI. 


Vet, why need thy aid, 
Sure that of the maid 
Will better avail; 
Oh if I ſucced, 
I'm happy indeed, 
But loft if I fail. 


Thanks kind heaven, ſhe is mine, 


I ſhal! be her Valentine. 


VALENTINE, 


Tell me fair one, do you love me ? 

Will Corinna dear approve me, 
For her Valentine, | 

If ſhe frown how great my ſorrow, 


If the ſmile, why then to morrow 
I ſhall call her mine, 


ANSWER. 


Do I love you ? Sir, diſcretion 
Muſt prohibit a confeſhon, 

; Yet you mult not pine, 
For to baniſh all your ſorrow, 
You ſhall, my good Sir, to morrow 

Be my Valentine, 


VALENTINE, 


Ye Muſes, and patrons of love, 
Direct me in every line; . 

That Myra may read, and approve, 
And make me her fond Valentines 
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Oh lend me your powerful aid, 
Inſpire me with muſic divine 

Pourtray this dear heavenly maid, 
And make me her fond Valentine. 


Her charms oh what pencil can ſhew, 
Her beauty what words can define ; 
All worldly delights I'd forego, 
To be but her fond Valenune, 


Tho' riches immenſe I poſſeſſed, 
Thoſe riches immenſe I'd refign 

With Myra my fair to be blefl, 
And ſtill be her fond Valentine, 


Did gods offer grandeur, and ſtate ; 


Yet grandeur, and ſtate I'd decline 
To be what I think is more great, 


My dear Myra's fond Valentine, 


Tho' titles the pride be of ſome, 
Of others, the joy to be fine; 
My joy and my pride's to become, 

My dear Myra's fond Valentine, 


* 
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Tho' many the fair ones I've ſeen, 
And fome, who in ſattins cou'd ſhine; 
My ultimate with ſlill has been, 

To be Myra's tond Valentine. 


Oh love tis to thee that I'd bow, 

And Hymengwou'd bow at thy {hrine ; 
 Wou'd Myra hüt liſt to my vow, 

And make me her fond Valentine. 


Were Myra of treaſures poſſeſt, 
© Fo herlelf al: my views I'd confine ;. 
She alone could enrapture my Hreaſt, 
Welte 1 but her fond Valenune. 


* 
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Would Myra make certain my bliG, 
The greateit of blits too deſign; 

She'd now ſeal my joy with a kiſs, 
And make me her fond Valentine, 


Ye gods then I'd envy you not, 
For heavenly joy wou'd be mine! 
What pleaſure wou'd then be my lot, 
To be Myra's fond Valentine, 


No longer I'd grieve or lament, 
No longer I'd languiſh, or pine, 
T'wou'd be never ceaſiug content, 


Were I Myra's fond Valentine, 


VALENTINE, 


More than riches, more than wine,. 
All therewith you can combine, 
Do I love my Fa | 

Sweeteſt flowers I'll entwine, 

Roſes mixt with eglantine, 

For my faireſt Valentine, 


Like the tendrils of the vine, 
Round her neck my arms I'll wine, 
She's my pretty Valentine, 
When ſhe's abſent how I pine, 
When ſhe's preſent, joy is mine, 
For I love my Valentine, 


Painters never can deſign, 9 
Aught ſo lovely, aught ſo fine, 

As my charming Valentine. 

Bards who court the Muſes nine, 
Ne'er het beauties could define, 


All- ſurpaſſing Valentune, 
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Be I in whatever line, 

Still my love will I conhne 

To my pretty Valentine. 

For her eyes like brillants ſhine, 


Liule . e therein join, 
Oh my charming Valentine. 


What tho' kings beyond the Rhine, 
M ou'd to me te crowns alhgn ? 
I'd not leave my Valentine. 
Not for II ick golden mine, 
E'er would 1 my love decline, 

For my charming Valentine, 


Oh ye powr's who can divine, 
Tell me by ſome cunning lign, 
Shall I have my Valentine ? 
Will the to my vows incline, 
Shall I breakfaſt, ſup, and dine, 
With my charming Valentine? 


VALENTINE's DAY, 
Ye bards tune the lay, 


*Tis Valentine's day, 

Invoke all the pow'rs of the nine; 
Come dance, ſing, and play, 
Due homage to pay 

The namg of all names Valentine 15 


Come laſſes, away, 
*T1s Valentine's day, 

In Sunday apparel now ſhine; 
Your beauties diſplay, 
Be merry, and gay, 


To captivate ſome Valentine ? 
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Doth nature not ſay, 

'Tis Valentine's day ? 

Behold all the meadows ſo fine, 
The birds to- ho they 
Make tuneful the ſpray, _ 

And fing of their ſweet Valentine, 


f 


Come make no delay, 
lis Valentine's day, 

To happ neſs all mult incline 
Now lads, you mult pray, 
You pirls not ſay nay, 

But each chooſe a fond V alentine, 


O. 
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V ain world farewell, I live for love, 
Ambition ne'er my ſoul ſhail move 3 

L ove is the all of my defire, 

E ach thought, each wiſh, it can inſpire 
N e'er can wealth my hopes excite; 

T itles are mere trifles light; 

I n a found there's no delight, 

Names, can never joy aſſign, 

E xcept that of Valenune, 


THE VALENTINES 


* 
A DIALO GUI. 


Between DAuox, and Cuior, 


Damon. 


The fortune of kings was not envied by me, 
No ſtate was ſo | eh as mine; 

My heart was at reſt, and my thoughts too were free, 
For Chloe was my Valentine.“ 
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While Chloe reign'd miſtreſs in her Damon's heart 
And for me did Arminta reſign ; | 

Kind fortune herlelf no more joy could impart, 
For Damon was my Valentine, 


Damon. 


But Damon's no longer a ſlave to your charms, 
To oblivion our love we'!! confign 
Inconſtancy ſoon all affe&:on diſarms, 
Now Aminta is my Valentine. 


Cle. 


And Colin, the ſprightheſt youth on the green, 
His air—how {ſuperior to thine ! 
He and I im the dance will to-morrow be ſeen, 
For Colin is my Valentine. 


Damon. 


But what if our love now ſhould kindle again, 
Would Chloe refuſe to be mine ? 

Ah! would ſhe not Colin my rival diſdain ; 
For Damon her true Valentine. 


v Chloe, 
f Tho? you are inconſlant, and change like the wind, 
1 On your lips my conſent I will ſign; 
i And wedlock for ever his Chloe ſhall bind, 
| To Damon her dear Valentine. 
i” [| A. A. P. 
To SALLY. 


Oh my Sally, why deny me, 
Wherefore ſlight me, wherefore fly me F 
To your charms a flave I'm made, 

For my heart you have betray d. 


_ 
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In the dance when | have join'd, 
With my Sally then fo bind; 
Envy of each {wain I've been, x 
When we tripp'd it yer the green. 


But alas the time is o'er, 

Sally loves poor Lom no more 

All his joy is turn'd to ſorrow, | 

For ſhe weds young Dick to morrow, = 


The GENERAL LOVER, 


Jane firſt ſtruck my fancy 
Until I ſaw Nancy, 
Whom I left for Delia, 
Her afier for Celia, 
And her too for Phehe, | : 
(As charming as Hebe), 
Then met I Dorinda, 
Then vow'd jo Lucinda, 
Then kneel'd to Belinda, 
But as! left for Fanny, 
More lovely than any. 
Howe'er 1 mult tell you 
L languiſh'd for Nelly, 
Then paid court to Sally 
The pride of the valley, 

- Till dancing with Beuy, 

| Chang'd partners with Letty, 

Croſs'd over to Dolly, | 
And join'd hands with Polly, g 


Anſwer by a Lady. 


IT was courted by Harry, | 
But then would not marry, 

Entreatcd by Thomas, 
But he broke his promiſe, 


5 


Soon Maurice careſs'd me, 
Then William addreſs'd me, 
Ben afterwards preſs'd me, 
3 fervently pray'd me, 

ine compliments paid me, 
A note came from Peter, 
So ſweet—all in metre. 
But nothing to one, Sir, 
Was ſest me by John, Sir, 
Yet Robert ſurpaſs'd him, 
Till Charles made me caſt him, 
Then Solomon woo'd me, 
Next Chriſtopher ſued me, 
I was follow'd by Davy, 
And then the Jew, Levy. 
They all were diſcarded, 
For Sam I regarded, 
Him Edward ſupplanted, 
Then Lloyd ſigh'd and panted, 
Bartholemew vow'd too, 


And Mat cring'd, and bow'd too, 


Pat was not behind hand, 

The man to my mind, and 

With him, Sir, 1 join'd hand, 
VALENTINE, 


To a Lady, with a necklaces 


My arms round your neck once I threw, 
But ah? in a Palo you flew ; 
Yet ſuch my aftection, I fain | d 
That neck would encircle again, 
So ſend what may go round thoſe charms, 
And not give oftence like my arms, 
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VALENTINE with a Thimble. 


'Tho' you've wounded deep my heart nows 
Tho' I fecl an inward {mart now, 

Yet I would not while I linger 

You ſhould hurt—nay e'en your finger, 
Therefore ſend (don't think 1 wheedle) 
This to ſhield it from the needle, 


A DIALOGUE. 
$YLVia and DaxoNn. 


Damon. 
Sylvia, Ah ! you give me pain, 
Why not wear your waiſt again P 
By and bye the folks will ſay, 
You have been at ſome foul play, 


Sylvia. 
You're the rudeſt man e' er born, 
But your words I treat wich ſcorn, 
Who that ſees me won't confeſs 
Mine is a becoming dreſs, 


Damon. | % 


Don't be croſs now, Sylvia, pray, 

What I like not others may, 

But I'm convinc'd that no man 
E'er will marry half a woman. 


Sylvia. 


Think you ſo, dear Damon, then * ; 
I'll reſume my wailt again 
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Damon. 


If my deareſt Sylvia will, 
Damon is her lover fill. 


e 


The IRISHMAN's VALENTINE 
Oh, Catty, my jewel, 


How can you be cruel 
To poor Pat Delaney, 
| Who hopes to obtain you, 
Y LT Oh, honey, now take me, 
Your V re make me 
| | For ſay what you will, Faith, 
4 The Iriſhmen mill, faith, 
The boys are for Ladies, 
For love ſure their trade is; 
| Iis we can palaver, 
A fair one, and have her; 
For inſtance, vou fee now, 
Dear Catty, how free now 
; Your Pat is with thee now. 
Oh you're fo bewitching, 
J don't care for ſcreec hing, 
I'll kiſs you whole hours, 
I will by-the pow'rs ! 
And fo, do you ſee, dear, 
It {hall be Las here, 
Of all Valentines, faith, 
An Iriſhman ſhines, faith: 
The word only ſay then, 
IP. We'll ſcamper away then, 
We'll walk, and we'll leap too, 
To Far, or to Father 
O'FLANNAGHAN rather, 
The ring I have ready, 
a My honey, to wed you, 
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And nothing is wanting, 

But only appointing 

The R endezvons—then love, 
The day, and time when, love, 
The thing ſhall take place, love. 
(Och! how we'll embrace, love !) 
We'll dance it, and ſkip it, 
We'il jig it, we'll trip it, 
Drink bumpers of whilky, 

And Oh! be fo friſky; 

We'll refs, and we'll coax all, 
And bother the folks all; 
Who'll ſay—depend on i. 
No couple was one yet, | 
That e'er was ſo funny, 

So loving too, honey, 5 
As Pat—oh that rare one! 


And Catty—his fair one. 
PAT DELANEY. 


* 
his mark, 


THE YOUNG LADY's CHOICE, 


Thomas he tells many a tale, 
W :thes him I'd marry ; 
But indeed he can't prevail, 
I'm in love with Harry. 


Thomas he hath bags of ſtore, 
Boaits too of his riches ; 
Harry, he 1s very poor, 
But 'tis he bewuches, 
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Thomas ſwears 1] to adore, 
Harry makes no promiſe ; 
Yet I find that he does more, 


Than the bragging Thomas, 


If he will but courage take, 
Not keep diſtant from me; 
_ Him my Valentine I'll make, 
And ne'er think of Tommy, 


C. 


Lixeo's Valentine to CowsL1e with a book, 


Belov'd Puclla 
Your amator 
For ſuch my prefent tenſe, 
Cum voluftate that's far greater 
Than boys when getting pence— 
Now ſend, in the potential mood 
Hic et har Valentine, 
Id eft, an Engliſh grammer good, 
Eft meus, it is mine! 
Oh, Cowll:p, lege day and night, 
The wtzle you'll find, 
And underſtand too, with delight, 
Nouns, pronouns, verbs, declin'd, 
In cafe and number we'll agree 
Make a conjunction, fic ; 
My Cowſltp then ſhall govern me, 
ler nom nativo Hic. 
And all falſe concords to ſubdue, 
I'll conjugate thy neck, 
Domine then ſhall govern you, 
My Nom'nativo c. 
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* 
A SOLDIER's VALENTINE. : 
IWith a Ribbon. 


I've pitch'd my camp, in hopes, my dean, 
To have thee in my tent, 

And that my banners may appear, 
This ribbon I have ſent, 


In all the corps of Valentines, 
You'll never, truſt me, find 
One who will better keep in lines, 

And be to thee ſo kind, 


If my commander you'll become, 
To it? right I'll wheel about; 
And if I ever Arey from home. 
Do you then drum me out ! 


A baſe deſerter I ſhou'd prove, 
To uſe my Fan ſo ill; 

No, you ſhall find me true to love, 
So try me when you will, 


*Tis you who have beſieged my hearty 
Surrender then I muſt ; 

Your captive I—and on en part, 
There will be love, I truſt, 


Enliſt then in love's regiment, 
And you'll your Serjeant blels ; 
We'll march chro' life then with content, 
 Togaher always meſs, 
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THE SAILOR's VALENTINE. 


A purſe that's well ſtow'd with bright gold, 
I {end you, my dear charming Sally; 
Now ballaft vou'll have in your holg, 
Be deck'd like a nice painted galley, 


"Tis ſome of the prize money, fair, 
1 got with our Admiral Duncan ; 
Prov:de us a cabbin then, where 
Your Jack, and his crew may yet drunk in, 


And now Sal, as *tis a fair wind, 


The compaſs with me won't you weather ? 
Sure Sal to-her Jack will be kind, 


They'll ſwing in a bammock together. 


I well recolleti—pray don't you ? 
When I my dear Sal was a going-3 

How much you did pet, and ſcold too, 
A te mpefl indeed it was blowing. 


I told you, *twas all then in vain, 


To pipe in. the eye, and to blubber ; 
That I would come back ſoon again, 


But not lay at home like a lubber, 


Oh when will my Sally be mine ? 


Nay, never kee aught under batches 3 
A lar is the beſt Valentine, 


Mong freſhwater ſwabs not his match is. 


If with me you are willing to go, 
I's as my own timbers protect yon; 
Forever 1 Keep you in tow, 


Aud like a good pilot direct you. 
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In eur voyage no doubt we ſhall thrive, 
Keep clear of the quickſands of rancour 
At the bay of content we'll arrive, 
And there my dear Sally we'll anchor. 


VALENTINE's PRESENT, 


To Belinda. 


J ſend my Belinda a preſent that's rare, ; 
Three books lately publifh'd for th* uſe of the fair; 
Th' Whole Art of Courtfhtp, this read with attention, 
It diſplays all love's arts, his tricks, and invention 3 
There's. no publication I'm ſure of ſuch worth, 

For wou'd you belteve't, as the title ſets forth, 

No lady who hopes to become a fond wife, 

But will by this x get a partner for life. 

Ihe next 1 am ſure will Belinda delight, 

*Twill give her amuſement each long wintet's night; 
*Tis Every Lady's own Fortune Teller call'd; 
And by all the knowing ones highly extoll'd ; 

What tho' 1 am abſent ſome leagues too, at ſea, | 
This book will reveal me in the dregs of your tea; 
The meaning of dreams, other f{igns too *twill ſhew, 
In ſhort you'll foretell, you'll foreſee, and foreknow.. 
The laſt, its utility no one can doubt; 
lis what no young woman ſhou'd e'er be without 
I ſend it Belinda becauſe *twill delight her, 

It 1s, my dear girl, the belt Letter Writer, 
*Tis Every Ladies own Secretary“ which 
WIll vary your ſlile, and your language enrich 3 


* The three publications herein mentioned, and recormmend- 
ed to the Ladies, viz. The whole Art of Courtſhip. Every 
Lady's own Foi tune Teller. And the Letter Writer, or every. 
Lady's own Secretary, are publiſhed for, and may be had. 
at RoACh's Woburn Street. 


Whatever the ſubject to write on i1nclin'd, 

A proper example herein you will find; 

No matter the theme, it contains every ſort, 

And ſome full of ſentiment, ſome full of ſport, - 
If writing a letter to Father or Mother, 

To Uncle, or Aunt, or to Sifter, or Brother, 

If writing on buſineſs, or what elſe it may prove; 
If Sympathy, Charity, Friendſhip, or Love, 
This, dear Belinda, will be ſuch an aſſiſtant, 

No note you indite can have aught e'er amiſs in't. 
If to my dear girl theſe acceptable prove, 

Next year I ſhall ſend her more tokens of love. 


TO THE PRINTER, 
81E, 


By giving the following Lines on Flattery a: 
place in the Young Lady's Valentine, being intended as an 
admon:tion to the fair, you will much oblige one of your 
conſtant readers; who means to be to your Annual Re- 
poliory. | 
An occaſional Correſpondent. 


Briftol, Sept. 22. 


FLATT ERV. 


Oh! Flattery, how can you cheat 
By ſuch a cobweb art ? / 

In fi!k fpun language idly prate, 
And mock the caſy heart ? 


Diſguiſ'd in friendſhip's balmy ſmile, 
And dreſs'd up in j Anker . 

With ſilver tongue can you beguile, 
The car of ſelf-conceit 2 


— 


* 
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Like harmony, your melting ſound 
Now charms, and charms again; 

Your blandiſhments too oft abound, 
To make the yain one vain, 


Deceit has many borrow'd ſmiles, 
Which but too often pleaſe ; 

With hony'd accents it beguiles, 
What dangerous weapons theſe! 


If, Oh ye fair, ye would be bleſt, 
Make intereſt with the heart 

Where love and friendſhip are confeſt, 
Which ſpurn Flatt'rys art. 


Chooſe him who never makes a boaſt 
Of what he means to do. 

Who talks the leaſt, performs the moſt, 
A. proverb always true, 


Let him be brave—be candid—juſt— 
Then to his vows incline ; | 
For ſuch a lover you may truſt, 
Be him your Valentine, 


BEAUTY. 


Faireſt flower ever grew, 
Beauty in its bloſſom proves; 
Cupid bows, whene'er in view, 
*Fis his mother—and he loves. 


Oh how much thy charms excel, 
How the frozen heart they melt; 
Now the Hermit quits his cell, 


When thy magic power is felt. 
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Thou canſl penetrate with eaſe 
Every adamantine heart, 

Thou canſt or extremely pleaſe, 
Or extremely pain and ſmart! 


Fleeting time deſtroys the roſe, 
Short liv'd ornament of maias ! 

How bewitching while it grows, 

Loft for ever when it fades! 


TO A YOUNG LADY 


On hearing her jing Sweet Robin 


Attend thou faireſt warbler pray, 
To my unpoliſh'd muse; 

To be the ſubjett of my lay, 
Thy matchleſs fame I chooſe, 


Thy notes are to the raviſh'd ear, 
The melting ſounds of love; 

And then ſo bright thy charms appear, 
What eye mull not approve. 


Who could behold and not admire, 
Where ſuch perfettions reign ; 

Who could aitend and not defire, 
To hear the fame again? 


Then where, you little pretty thing, 


Where wou'd you wing your flight; 
& You ſhall not go, ſtay here and ling, 
Your Lovexs to delight.” | 


VALENTINEs 
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S TANZ As. 


On two young Ladies conftantly reading. 


With what delight Lucinda reads, 
Of Valentines and Love; 

Her fiſter, all attention, heeds, 
And will at times approve. 


4 : 2 


The book Lucinda takes; 
While fair Maria works ihe while, 
And obſervations makes. 


Thus every evening they beguile, 


— 


Oft their attention will be ſuch, 
While pleaſure marks the face; 
That one will take a ſtitch too much, 

The other loſe the place. 


The genial ſmiles of joy appear, 
At every pleaſant jeſt ; | 
Or both will ſhed the honeſt tear, 
For fancied love diſtreſs'd. 


Ah turn and ſee, ye hearts of Reel, 
Behold ye breafls'of ſtone ; 

See what theſe tender fair ones feel, 
For ſorrows not their own. 


VALENTINE. 
What low'ring flar rul'd my unhappy birth, 


And baniſh'd thence all days of eaſe and mirth ! 
Or why, Maria, was you {ent to earth ? 
If notto bleſs, to comfort and relieve, 
And to ſome mortal happineſs to give ? 
I hope alternate for thy love each day, 


And as they come my hope is blow'd away. 
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O think, Maria, what is in your bow'r, 
You could diſpel my cares every hour; 
And as the ſun diſpels the clouds of night, 
From darkneſs take me to a happy light. 


MY VALENTINE 


By a Gentleman, 


She who is void of guile and art, 
Ne'er prone to play the double part, 
Shall be che mistress of my heart, 

For her I'll pine ! 
If blest with such a gen'rous she, 
Witness, ye pow'rs above for me, 
For ever shall the charmer be 


My Valentine, 


Still neat—but never fond of show, 
Who'll readily her gifts bestow, 
And to the tale of real woe, 
| Her ear incline ; 
Who'll entertain het friends with cheery 
Forever too the same appear 
Such charmer shall be ev'ry year 
My Valenune. 


Who patient bears the rubs of life, 
Avoids all calumny and strife 
Oh! would this valuable wife, 

To day were mine ; 
I'd be a servant for her sake, 
Her joy and sorro'y would partake, 


And every year the fair one make 
3 My Valentine, 


THE ANSWER, 
By a Lady. 


He who is void of guile and art, 
Ne'er prone to play the double part, 
Shall be the master of my heart, 

f For him I'll pine! 
If blest with zuch a gen'rous he, 
Witness, ye pow'rs above for me, 
Forever shall the hero be 
My Valentine. 


Still neat but never fond of show, 
W ho'll readily his gifts bestow, 
And to the tale of real woe, 

| His ear incline ; 
Who'll entertain his friends with cheery 
Forever too the same appear 
Such hero shall be ev'ry year 

My Valentine, 


Who patient bears the rubs of life, 

Avoids all calumny and ctrife, 

And loves no fair one but his wife; 
Would he were mine! 

I'd be a tervant for his sake, 

His joy, his sorrow wou'd partake, 

And ev'ry year che hero make 

My Valentine, 


YOUR VALENTINE. 
By a Gentleman, 


Were J master of this land, 
Had 1 millions at command, 


If denied my fair one's hand, 
Sill would I pine 3 
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For all that could be given meg 

Wou'd I, as liberal and free 

Return, my dearext love, to be 
Your Valentine. 


Wich true friends tho? I was blesty 
Constantly of cash posses, 0 
And each day too could be drest 

In garments fine; 
Yet these blessings nought would proveg 
Did the greatest heav'n remove, 
And 1 cou'd not be, my love, 

Your Valentine. 


Wealth cou'd purchase no delight, 
Titles no true joys excite, * 


All these blessings wou'd be light 
Were I not thine; 


Happincas *twould be indeed, 
Could | in my love succeed, 


And that I were now decreed 
Your Valentine, | 


Give me love, I ask no more, 
Love's the blessing I impiore, 
And for that all pow'r and store 
Would I decline; 
Thieves might take away my pelf, 
Notes decay upon the shelf, 
Cou'd I only call myself 
Your Valentine. 


THE ANSWER, 
By a Lady. 


Protestations are mere words, 

Promises are broke by lords, 

And a sound they say, aftords 
Of truth no sign 3 


( 89 } 


Yet your words I will believe, 
Yon cannot, methinks, deceive, 


So I'll be, while here I live, 
Your Valentine. 


Yet like you I must protest, 
Tho' with riches I was blest, 
And cou'd every day be drest 
In sattins 3 
Vet these blessings nought won'd prove, 
Did the greatest heav'n remove, 
And I cou'd not be, my love, 
14 Your Valentine. 


Since you say that no delight 
Wealth or titles cou'd excite, 
That these blessings wou'd be light, 
Were I not chine; 
Then my hand you shall not need, 
q | For you are my choice indeed, : 
Then let me be this night decreed 


Your Valentine 


Since the blessing you implore 

Is your Valentine no more, 

And for love all pow'r and store, 
You wou'd resign; | 

Then wnh cheer do I agree, 

Now my hand do I give thee, 

And henceforward 1 will be 
Your Valentine, © 


Mr. Roacn, | 
By inserting the two following little 
Poems on a Smile and a Kiss, in your annual Valentine 
Book tor the Ladies, you will confer a favor upon, 
Sir, | 
One of your numerous Readers. 


D 2 


| Reading, Oct. 2. 


Wou'd Daphne her beauty increase, 
And add to the charms of her face, 
Our heart wou'd she wish to beguile, 
Then let her appear with a smile. 


Good-humour's a beauty, *tis said, 
And that by a smile is pourtray'd 3 ; 
But frowns ev'ry charm will defile, 
Then always appear with a smile. 


It indicates pleasure and love, 

That cheer which all hearts must approve, 
It 8hews the breast void of all guile, 
Then always appear with a smile. 


For who can suppose that the fair 
Can smile, and yet malice can bear; 
Oh! such supposition is vile, 

Then always appear with a smile. 


A frown is the spoiler of charms, 
The most finish'd beauty it harms, 
Then Daphne your face never spoil, 
But always appear with a smile. 


What signifies dress e'er so neat, h 
It never can render compleat, « 
Who wishes to be in true stile, : 

Must always appear with a smile. 


In love, oh ! what joy it imparts, 
Because tis the union of hearts 
For happy the man 1s the while 

His fair one appears with a smile. 


(063 
Who'er queen of egg wou'd reign, 1 


Good-humour'd must always be seen, 
Then Daphne be queen of our isle, 
And always appear with a mile. 


A KISS 8 


I must crave, my love, a boon, 
Which my love must grant me 800m, 
Take it not, my love, amiss, 

For my love, *tis but a kiss. 


Oh ! how great my joy wou'd be 

Would my love but smile on me 3 

Would my love complete my bliss, 
And transport me with a kiss. 


Be the favor that I seek, 
| WW On the lip or on the cheek, 
Iwill — no other Miss, 
If my love will give a kiss. 


go, 


Quite untutor'd is my muse, 
| Pray my love her faults excuse, 
| What care I tho” critics hiss, 
If my love will give a kiss. 


Many are the fair I've seen, 
Many too with whom I've been 
But adieu, Sal, Ann, and Pri  * 


If my love will give a kiss 


All my hopes, my love, depend, 
On the answer that you send. 
Thiok, oh! chink then npon this, 
And consent to give a kiss. 
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May my charmer be inclin'd, 
To be generous and kind, 

Io her swain may she say— Ves, 
And ihis evening give a kiss. 


VALENTINE, 


Ye sweet feather'd warblers that sing thro' the grove, 
Convey me this letter to the hands of my love, of 
Which will ease my fond heart with sorrow possesst 3 
I am weary of roving. and ne'er can take rest: 

Oh! now to my pray'r, I pr'ythee incline, 


And make her for ever my fair Valentine, 


VALENTINE. 
In 2, dearest Polly, you won't think me rude, 


This day a few- lines I'll presume td intrude 3 
But being no scholar how can I impart, 

The ardeut affettion that dwells in my heart: 
And has from the hour I saw your bright eyes, 
Yet ner declar'd it before but in sighs. 

Say now, with my wishes pray will you combine, 


And take me for life who 1s your Valentine ? 


ANSWER, 


Your letter, good Sir, with joy I peruse, 

And, should I e'er marry, 'tis you I should chuse 3 
But in matters of moment I wish to debate, 

Lest, like many more, I repent when too late. 


VALENTINE. 


Can I, without emotion view the face, | 
In which abounds such beauty and $uch grace f 
No— $hall always sortow and repine, 


Tul I can make you my true Valentine. 


6 60 
VALENTINE, : 


How happy once my time I pass'd, 
And freedom cried for ever; 
But now, alas! those joys are o'er, 
No more for me, no never 
Unless some pity you will show, 
Ihe ouly certain cure; 
All else is vain, nor will I try, 
For life I can't endure, 
An anſwer ſend, dear nymph divine, 
Unto your dying Valentine, 


VALENTINE's DAY. 


When blushes dy'd the cheek of morn, 
And dew-drops glisten'd on the thorn ; 
When sky-larks tun'd their carols sweet, 
To hail the god of light and heat; 
Philander from his downy bed, 

To fair Eliza's chamber sped, 
Crying—Awake, sweet love of mine, 
I'm come to be thy Valeutine. 


Soft love, that balmy sleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that she might a kiss obtain} 
She artfully had clos'd again: | 
He $unk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phœbus' into Thetis“ lap, 

And here forgot tbat his design 

Was but to be her Valentine. 


She, starting cried—lI am undone: 
Pnilander, charming youth! be gone, 
For this time to your vows eincere, 
Make virtue, not your love appear; 
No sleep has clos'd these watchful eyes 
Forgive the simple fond disguise 
o gen'rous thoughts y our heart ineline, 
And pe my faithtul Valentine, 
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( 44) 
The brutal passion sudden fled, ; 


Fair honor govern'd in us sicad, 

And both agreed, ere setting sun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one; 
Their beauteous oftspring soon did prove, 
The sweet effects of mutual love; 

And from that hour to life's decline, 

She blest the day of Valentine, 


VALENTINE, 


Attend dear maid, to my love tale? 
Let me no longer pine; 
I die if I cannot prevail \ 
To be your Valentine, 


ANSWER, 


If Sir, your life depends on me, 
Depend it won't be $par'd ; 

I'd rather die a thousand deaths, 
Than to a fool be pair'd. 

I therefore now your suit decline, 

And laugh at zuch a Valentine. 


VALENTINE. 


While heaven and earth solicits me to love, 

And every sense thy manly charms approve 3 

One cries obey, the next proclaims be free, 

One urges duty, t'other liberty; 

Call'd off by one, by t'other call'd again, 

Toss'd Ike a vessel on the reviless main: 
What's to be done ? dear Strephon bid them ceaze 
For in thy arms there must be lasting peace. 
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ADVICE TO THE LADIES. 


Deteſt diſguiſe ; remember *tis your part, 
By gentle fondneſs, to retain the heart. 

Let duty, prudence, virtue, take the lead 
To fix your choice, hut from it ne'er recede, 
Abhor coquetry ; ſpurn the ſhallow fool 
Who meatures out dull compliments by rule, 
And without meaning, hke a chattering jay, 
Repeats the ſame dull ftrain throughout the day 
Are men of ſenſe attratted b your face, 
Your weſl-turn'd figure. or x Fug compound grace 3 
Be mild land equal, —moderately gay; 

Your judgment rather than your wit diſplay, 
By aiming at good breeding, ſtrive to pleaſe; 
Tis nothing more than regulated caſe. 

Does one dear youth, among the ſylvan train, 
The belt aftettions ot your heart x 4 

And is he reckon'd worthy of your choice? 

Is your opinion with the genetal voice ? 
Confeſs it then, —nor from him ſeek to hide 
What's known to every body elſe beſide. 
Attach him to you; in a generous mind, 
A lively gratitude expect to find. 
Receive his love; and, by a kind return, 
The blaze, affefion, will the brighter burn. 
Diſdain <r7 woman houd, yo be free ; 

W hat every woman ſhould, you then will be, 

W. E. 


STANZA TO CELIA. 
W hen Mars, enſanguin'd god of way 


Spreads deſolation from afar, 

And mocks the powers above 
Where {hall the trembling Muſes lly, 
To what ſequeſter'd valley hie, 

To breathe the vows of love ? 


(8 3 


Ah, Celia! bleſt with thee and truth, 
Thy firm, thy fond, enamour'd youth, 
hall ſeek ſome lonely grove; 
There, while the ſons of wealth and pride 
Deluge the world with flaughter's ate. 
Will breathe the vows of love. 


When ſpring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
When nature decks the helds in green, 
And forms the gay alcove, | 
With thee through verdant meads I'll firagy 
Beneath bright Phoebus genial ray, 
To breathe the ſtrains of love. 


M hen ſummer ſhines with joy replete, 
And ſwains and maids in concert meet, 
The fragrant fields to rove; 
For thee I'!! cull the ſweets of May, 
For thee I'll twine the chaplet gay, 
A pledge of floral love, 


When autumn binds her golden ſheaves, 

And Boreas robs the trees of leaves, 
We'll ſtill the meadows rove ; 

Nought can my eager fleps detain, 

When Celia calls her raptur'd ſwain, 
To breathe the ſtrains of love, 


And e'en when winter bleakly blows, 

Amidſt deſcending rains and ſnows, 
We'll fliil our hours improve; 

Faſt by the cheerful fire-fide, 

We'll caſt each meaner thought aſide, 
And breathe the vows of loye, 


(-} 


Thus ſhall the hours unheeded fly, © 
And joy and pleaſure never die, 
here e never ſtrove; 

Serene . we'll 2 our days, 


Far from the crowd's obnoxious b azeg 
In happineſs and love. 


To other's wealth ! to other's fame, 
And all the tinſel of a name— 
I ſofter pleafures prove: 
With Celia, lovely Celia bleſt, 
Noupht ſhall poſſeſs my tranquil breaſt, 
But virtue, peace, and love, , 


Iſleworth, W. W. 


VALENTINE. 
Addreſi'd to Miſs Gy. 


In beauty's maze condemn'd to rove, - 
I dedicate my youth to love; | 
And whilſt 1 view with careleſs eyes 
All maids, alone my Nancy prize, 

Her charms divine, ſo heavenly bright, 
Inſpire my heart with fond delight ; 
For her, all others I'd decline, 

And be her conſlant Valentine, 


W. T.—r. 


 VAENTINE. . 


The feather'd race together meet, 
And all is harmony compleat 

The tuneful blackbird and the thruſh, 
Make vocal every tree and buſn; 
Like them in love, my fair let's join, 


And be my faithful Valentine. 


A s nurses oft seem to 
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VALENTINE. 


Tis true I love you, and with great respect 
"Tis true I'm treated with a cold ag. 

I thought thy frowns were but dissembled heat, 

„And all thy RY looks an am'rous cheat? - 


eny a kis, 
To make the fonder suppliant steal the bliss 3 
So 1 believ'd thou didst abscond and flec, 
Only to make me faster follow thee. 
But now, alas! tis earnest all I find, 
And not pretended anger, but design'd ; 
KRelent, dear maid, soften that heart of thine 
And try to love your loving Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Aſter all you have said my heart to persuade, 

And break my resolve of dying a maid, 

I can't bring myself to alter my mind, 1 
Such a great deal of pleasure while single I find: 

But to lessen your pain, Ned, as much as I can, 

Stick close to your suit, should I change, you're the man. 


VALENTINE. ' 
Behold dear Kate, behold and pity me, 


And leave me not to perish in the sea, 

The sea of love; but stretch out thy fatr hand, 

And I Shall quickly reach the wish'd for land, 

Be thou my pilot, and my motion guide, 
Then I shall swim in spite of wind and tide, 


AN SW ER. 


I tell you I like not your whimsical letter, 
If your mind's set on Kate, you must write, her a better, 
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VALENTINE. 


Oh! wretched fate, to love in vain ; 
Say, will you ever eaſe my pain? 
See daily how I pine away, * 
And pity ſhew without delay, 

Or welcome molt will be the ſhrine 
To me, your faithful Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Your judgment pines away, I find, 


Of which you'd no great ſtore, & 
To pity you I am inclin'd, 


But-ne'er will ſee you more. 


This day, tho? all with mirth abound, 
Let truth direct my pen; 

Your worth from pole to pole reſound, 
Who love beyond all men. 

Come then, be mine, your love entwine 


With him who 1 is your V n . 


FE 


ANSWER, 


Your verſe I read, but cannot wed 
One who's ſo bad a poet; 

Tis needleſs to intrude more, Ned, 
I burnt it—ſo can't ſhew it. 


3 — 6 < 
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VALENTINE. 
Sooner the fanhleſs winds and waves agree, 3 


And tender lambs to wolves for ſafety flee, 


Than 1, dear Colin, will prove falſe 10 thee, 
E 
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VALENTINE, 


I'm a comical fellow, and that you'll allow, 
I've no mind for io ſtand fhilly-ſhally ; 
If you'll have me at all, you may as well now, 
So an anſwer pray ſend, my dear Sally. 
No letter I want, but merely a line, 
Saying Yes, or elſe No to your true Valentina 


ANSWER, 


TI really think, Sir, your manner is queer, 
Yet may be 'tis no worle for that; 


Perhaps 'tis your method when moſt you're ſincere, | 
And therefore I will ſay Yes, Pat. 


VALENTINE. 


The pangs that pierce my heart this day, 
I freely will 3 | 
*Tis for my Bet I languiſh fo, 
Who is to me molt dear; 
Say, will you grant the boon I crave, 
And let me call you mine, 
The only one can fave the life 
Of me your Valentige. 


ANSWER, 


They ſay, a female ſhould be coy, 
+ I differ in opinion; 
No one I love ſo much as you, 
Throughout the whole * 
1 ſcorn che jilting filly maid, 
Who, meaning Ves, ſays No; 
Tis yes I mean, (tis yes I ſay, 
So, Tom, to church let's go. 
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VALENTINE. 


What anguiſh now doth fill my breaſt, 
Since I firſt faw my Kate: 
Nor night nor day can I have reſt, 
O puty then my fate; 
Or ſure to end my miſery, 
| I hang or elſe will drown ; 
One only ſmile can ſpare my life, 
I die if you but frown, 
Then on your boſom deareſt maid, 
Let me awhile recline, 
When kings themſelves would envy me, 
Your humble Valentine, 


ANSWER, 


Your fooliſh lines I've juſt receiv'd, 

And know too well, to be deceiv'd, 
What you profeſs'd to Sue and Bet, 
Who thought you true, and thinks fo yet ; 
But I'll expoſe to them your letter, 

By which, you'll neither of them fetter. 


VALENTINE, 
Adareſs'd to Miſs $—r—r. 


What can I ſay, or how impart, 

The ſoft emotions of my heart p 

Since all are beut on love this day, 

Let you and I no more delay, 

But to the church and make you mine— 
This craves your conſtant Valentine, 
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ANSWER. 
Your offer, Sir, I can't refuſe, 


Since of all men *us you I chuſe. 
But give me leave awhile to tarry, 
] really am too young to marry 3 
Beſide, while ſingle, men are kind, 
Aud ſeldom longer many find. 


VALENTINE. 
The paſſion I feel 


I cannot conceal ; 
My breast, with deſire, 
Is all on a = : 
So come and be mine, 


Who am your Valentins. 
| L 


VALENTINE. 


Can he be cruel unto whom I'm kind, 

And keep in bondage both my heart — mind ? 
He in whoſe pow'r it is to ſet them free, 

Will he not give to both their liberty ? 

Ah! 208 he will have pity on my grief, 

And give a love-lick maiden ſome relief. 

It hw” S a l. in that I only err, 

And you alone L ever. ſhall prefer, 

Coatrive ſome means to let me know my fate, 
And from that hour my joy or woe will date. 


VALENTINE. 


If you love I, as I love you, 
Nothing Dur a {hall & 4:1 US TWO, 
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VALENTINE. - 


Love's ſoft enchantment does my heart entice, 
His fooliſh fires delight my dazzled eyes, 

Nor can I hope but that I ſtill muſt flray, 
Since I perceive not how I loſe my way: 

Yes; 'tis thy form that all my thoughts poſleſs, 
Nor do I ever wiſh to love thee lefs. 

Then ſhow thy kindneſs and relieve my pain, 
And love me with an equal love again, 


SONG. 


The morning bleſs'd with roſy pride, 
And Spring came lovely as a bride; 
The lark proclaim'd the new- born day, 
And all was bly theſome, all was gay; 
When Damon form'd a fond design, 
To be Eliza's Valentine. 


Acroſs the mead the cottage lay, 

The youth he ſwif.ly paſt that way; 
His heart was only fill'd with love, 
And ſweet Eliza's mind to prove : 
Her charms he thought extremely fige, 
So begg'd ſhe'd be his Valentine, 


The nymph, with cheeks of roſy hue, 
Immediate to her lover flew; 
Her eyes confeft an equal flame, 

And joy aroſe at Damon's name; 
She thought his voice was near divine, 


So bleſt the day of Valentine. 
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VALENTINE. 


Sweetelt nymph that trips the green, 
Brighteſl I have ever ſeen, 

If my pathon you'd approve, 
Grateful I would be to love. 

Ever loving, fond of thee, 

Couldlt thou—would thou fancy me; 
Truſt then to your ſighing ſwain; 


And in pity eaſe my pain. 


VALENTINE. 


If love's a crime, then I'm a rogue! 
For all the paſſion's much in vogue; *＋ 
Cupid's in fauli—'twas he that ſet 

Me thinking about thee, my Bet. 

Then puniſh him by eaſing me, | 
»Twill blunt the wanton's ſhafts, he'll ſee 3 
Perhaps he'll promiſe ne'er again 

To give us honeſt mortals pain. 


ANSWER, 


For your paſhon I'm ſorry, but don't be enrag'd, — 
When I tell you in carneſt I've been long engag' d; 
Get what comfort you can, I aſſure you, poor Ned, 


It is Dick, and Dick only ſhall ſhare half my bed. 


| VALENTINE. 
I love you by—what ?—for tis ſaid by the bye, 


If a lover he ſwears, he will certainly lie. 
1 love you indeed, on my honour *tis true, 


If you doubt mce—why take me, and try what I'll do. 


VALENTINE. 
Although my form and ſhape is bad, 


Sincere and kind's my heart ; 
And if you will believe my vows, 
You hold the greateſt part. 
Should you diſdain I ſtill am thine, 


And e'eu will be your Valentine. 


ANSWER. 


Your humble lines I have receiv'd, 

And with your doubts I am much griey'd 
I now conlent to make you mine, 

So pray be conſtant, Valentine, 

And when you pleale I'll not refuſe, 
I'm ready any day you Chuſe. 

To ſay—Obey, and keep my vow; 

So haſte away, and end it now. 


VALENTINE, 


Hail, dear charming blooming fair, 
Henceforth thou ſhalt be my care 
Henceforth with theſe honeſt arms, x 
I'll protett thee from all harms 3 
Then of me don't be afraid, 

Come and dwell with me, dear maid. 


ANSWER. 


Vain are the hopes the firmeſt leagues produce, 
That tyrant keeps no faith, regards no truce 3 

| He does not to the peace he makes incline, 

To take advantage is his whole deſign; 

Thus ſooner ice or {now ſhall join with flame, 
Than I with you,-l know you and your aim. 
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Canſt thou behold, 
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VALENTINE, 


As bees around the orange grove, 
I know each fop declares his love 
Unto my ever ; Arr maid ; 

Say then, why I ſhould be afraid, 
Who tho” an humble cottage lain, 
To venture one among the train; 


Tho' void of language, foil'd with arts 


Preſents an honeſt candid heart; 
The only treaſure he can boaſt, 
Vet by mm ever valu'd moſt, 
This {ure you will not now decline, 


Upon the day of Valenune. 


ANSWER. 


Your fimile I much admire, 

But to be ſtung have no deſire. 

Each knave may boaſt a candid heart; 
But I'm reſoiv'd to ſcape the ſmart; 
And laugh at one, at t'other frown, 
Uut:l they're fick of flaet' ry grown. 
Still don't defpair at forty-ſix, 

Tis on you, Sir, I mean % fix. 

So keep your heart, or I'm afraid, 

My doom will be to die an old nai 


VALENTINE, 
Canſt thou, unkind, behold my wretched fate? 


5 


Look on and ſee :Scaulelala I complain ! 


Give me thy hand, and mitigate my pain. 


and not commiſerate p 
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TO LOVE. 


When murky horrors o'er our boſoms toll, 
And ſplenic phantoms haunt the troubled ſoul, 
Propitious love the gath'ring clouds can chaſe, 
And gild with cheerful ſmiles the woe-worn faces 
Its balmy pleaſures heals the wounded breaſt, 
Allay its fears, and lull each pang to reſt, 
When firſt tumultuous paſhons wrathful ſwell, 
And ſanguine minds to ruthleſs deeds 
E'en rage reſiſlleſs gentle Love can tame, 
Though gleaming terrors in the eye-balls flame 
Their lightning's quench'd in fond affection's tear; 
Revenge, enerv'd, then drops its blood-ſtain'd ſpeam 
Blei pow'r !—'tis thine to give each joy Ttefin'd, 
Adu to harmony the jarring mind, 


| G. N. 
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THE REQUEST. 


Cupid, monarch of my foul, . 
Bid the moments ſwiftly roll; 
Bid the driver.of the fun 
Winp his ling'ring courlers on. 
Halte the day, with all its charms, 
That thail bleſs my longing arms 
With the empreſs of my heart 
Oh, the heayenly joy impart! 
Then, kind Sol thy-courles lay, . 
Drive them gently on their way; 
7 Slowly let the moments move, 
Waile I hare -Eudora's love: 
And {when ebbing lite thall ceaſe} 
Joiucd, let us part in peace, 


W. M, 
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VALENTINE, 


When firſt I ſaw your heavenly face, 
Oblig'd I was toquit the place; 

For had 1 flay'd, I knew full well, 
Some ſad miſchance would ſure befel 
Him who for ever will be thine; 
Then fave from death your Valentine. 


ANSWER, 


Had you ne'er ſeen my heav*nly face it wou'd have been 
much better, 


Yow'd not have prov'd yourſelf a fool by ſending ſueh a 


letter; | 
However, do not fear, of it I mean to make a hls, 
One half I burnt, the other tore, and with it ſet my candle, 
For nought's ſo bad for folks that's ſaving, *. 
But uſeful proves and is worth having, | 


VALENTINE, 
Addreſs'd to Mifs Woollams. 


My deareſt Sally, faireſt of the fair; 

To you my hopes and fears Il now declare, 

I'm deep in love, and by thy magic pow'r, 

In forrow paſs each dull revolwng hour; 

Yet ſtill I hope, your breaſt is not unkind, 

For none that loves you dearer, you will find. 
Accept my vows, dear maid, I'd crowns reſign, 


When bleſl with thee, my charming Valentine. 
J. W— r. 
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VALENTINE, 
Of all the diſaſters the mind can perplex, 


I find them a folly to love; ; 
I've been ſhipwreck'd and wounded, yet never did vetJ 
I ſwear by the powers above. 
Yes, wounded I ſay, but not to the heart, 
Until your bright eyes I beheld; . 
Then ſay, deareſt Nancy, 
Can I pleaſe your fancy, 
And tell me my love ſhall be quell'd ; 
For no peace can I know until you are mine 2 
And therefore conſent, | 
You ne'er ſhall repent 
Of your choice in a true Valentine, 


a 


VALENTINE. 


As all 2 their vows to pay, 
Why ſhould I not as well as they ? 
For none more truly can declare 
What now I muſt to you, my fair— 
*T'is how I love you, charming maid, 
And have for long, but I'm afraidy 

As more I have not at command, 

'Than faithful heart and honeſt hand ; 
Accept them both, and make me thine, 
Who am your conſtant Valentine, 


ANSWER... 


A faithful heart who can refuſe? 

An honeſt hand whe but would chuſe 7 &/ / 
So if you've both I can't decline : 
To take you for my Valentine, 
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VALENTINE, 


If to dazzle mortals' fight, 
Charms like yours were made ſo bright; 
Made and ſent too from above, | 

Who can blame me if I love ? . 
If I pant to call you mine, 3 
Who art now my Valentine. 


VALENTINE. 
Pray, deareſt Miſs, don't think me bold, 


If I my love to you unfold ; 
For tho* I'm but a country lad, 
For love of you I'm nearly mad. . 
I told our parſon Yother day, 
As he came for his tythe of hay, 
How that with you I'd wiſh to marry— 
| You're right, ſaid he, pray do not tarry. 
So 1f, my dear, you vil be mine, 
I wiſh no other Valentine. 


* — 


THE END. 


